Mount Oxa 


It was there we caught eyes in whitening skulls 
dry baked 

by the Mediterranean 
sun. Hostile demands 
the walk and 
asks, no ensures, 
muscle graft rewarded 
by uncertain scree. 

Our pockets gather remnants of nature's shapes 

as if travellers 

currency for externalized 

study. Weaving round spider 

traps and following 

the goats path 

we chase the morning 

sun to meet midday. 

A stone shifts my weight slips and lands on sharpest 

stone around 

near while muscle sinks 

disintigrates. To bruise and limp 

water soothes while sitting 

one moment 

think lucky no broken 

bone from stone. 

We move on to meet the peak who's resting gives us 

view of yellow ochre 

blue mountains rest in the above 

sky. But still restless a feeeling 

for more to see a ruin along 

the height's ridge 

possible refuge from 

short shadows. 

The path leads to our treasure laying inwards 
tales of one hundred 
wells ahead 

an orthodox church white sealed 
inside. We view its golden bowels in 
simple awe as Icons hang on walls 
through mesh 
wire covering dusty 
unwiped glass. 



Stopping to drink water turning to secure footing 
down to Elounda bay 
we arrested 

a sight huddled under an olive 
tree. The dry golden fleeces of three 
dead goats reminded me of collective 
sorrow gathered 
and focus the parent's death 
catching eye. 
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